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beat-en about in the milky churning of the rapids. It was a scene
of marvellous power and you stood aghast, and reflected on man's
hopeless weakness in the face of the tremendous fury of Nature.
But not for long, for man in this New World had learnt to
harness this great energy, and the power station nearby where this
energy was converted into electricity was a witness to the fact-
that in this universe an even greater power than that of physical
nature existed, namely, the power of the intellect. Man was in
physique only a few feet in stature and yet by his intellect he
was able to control this immeasurable energy and brin^ it to his
use. Young America, as already pointed out, is absorbed in
conquering the outer environment and has still to turn inward,
and appreciate the marvels and powers of the spirit.
The Falls were over a mile in width and 167 feet in height.
The trees that stood by were bereft of leaves, but each branch
and twig was covered with a thin sheet of ice, which made the
trees and shrubs appear as though they were made of glass. When
the wind blew, they shook and sparkled,, and dazzled the eyes.
It seemed unreal and one wondered whether like Alice in Won-
derland one had suddenly become transported to a fairy land
where all the trees were glass and all the land was thick, white
iee-^ream I Niagara in summer may be grand, but give me al-
ways the Falls in the grips of winter, for then to unsurpassed
grandeur were added a delicate fairy-like beauty and a haunt-
ing suggestion of deep unfathomable mystery.
HIKING
Another experience I shall not easily forget is that of hiking.
During zay first summer at Silver Bay, two girls arrived who
had hiked all the way to California and back during the summer
vacation, that is they had trudged on foot and got passing mo-
torists to give them lifts from one town to another. My Swiss
friend and I thought we would try hiking back from Silver Bay.
We carried the essentials in a knapsack, I wore my colourful
turban to arrest attention on the road, and my friend had a big
placard on his back with the words: "To New York. Give us a
lift," After we had walked three or four miles out of
Silver Bay, an empty motor truck picked us up and jolted us
along as far as Albany* a distance may be of about 20 miles. We
dept the night, at the Y,M.C,A. and started out again the nest
morning. We walked on and on till noon, were hot and hungry,